CALL   NO  MAN  HAPPY

miles an hour was flown over by slow planes coining very low.
The section where I was received no bombs; there was simply
machine-gun fire on the road near Dour dan. After that I went
through the forest of Vierzon without headlights with my little
'passive defence' lamps, through pitch blackness to the rhythm
of the cook's sobs. By a miracle I found Gerald in Vierzon.
There we waited in the street for dawn and got under way
again between three and four o'clock in the morning. I mustn't
complain since I have saved my life, our son and the family
archives, and since I have taken only two days and one night to
get to Essendieras.

Excideuil, Saint-Medard and Hautefort are overflowing with
refugees; the house is full. There are friends here and a crowd of
strangers. Maman and Madame Menicot have succeeded in
lodging 127 people, making the most of both houses, the stables
and even the sheepfolds. To feed these poor exhausted people
we have had to kill all the chickens in the poultry yard.
Andre, my dear, we are very unhappy. But there remains one
steadfast hope; our country cannot die. France is immortal and
she has a persevering and unshakable ally ... We too have
something that even defeat cannot take from us: an immense
love, beautiful memories, a long past of affection and trust. If
the war reduces us to poverty, we will start again from zero.
We will attempt to remake our lives. You will be a professor
of literature somewhere in the United States and I will be a
stenographer...

A few days later she wrote me again, this time from Madrid.
The Armistice was about to be signed. Righdy thinking that I
would be demobilized and would then go to Boston to give the
Lowell Lectures as I had promised, my wife was determined to
try, she wrote, to make her way to the United States in order to
rejoin me there or to wait for me. I had not received either of these
letters, but happily our decisions coincided. It is easy to imagine
my joy in finding her on the station platform at Montreal. From
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